CANTO IV.                                 75

A hardy race, on Irthing bred,

With kirtles white, and crosses red,                        305

Array'd beneath the banner tall,

That stream'd o'er Acre's conquer'd wall;

And minstrels, as they march'd in order,

Play'd, ' Noble Lord Dacre, he dwells on the Border.'

XVIII.

Behind the English bill and bow,                          310

The mercenaries, firm and slow,

Moved on to fight, in dark array,
By Conrad led of Wolfenstein,
Who brought the band from distant Rhine,

And sold their blood for foreign pay.                  315

The camp their home, their law the sword,
They knew no country, own'd no lord:
They were not arm'd like England's sons,
But bore the levin-darting guns;

BufF coats, all frounced and 'broider'd o'er,            320

And morsing-horns and scarfs they wore;
Each better knee was bared, to aid
The warriors in the escalade;
All, as they march'd, in rugged tongue.
Songs of Teutonic feuds they sung.                        325

XIX.

But louder still the clamour grew,

And louder still the minstrels blew,

When, from beneath the greenwood tree,

Rode forth Lord Howard's chivalry ;

His men-at-arms, with glaive and spear,                330

Brought up the battle's glittering rear.

There many a youthful knight, full keen

To gain his spurs, in arms was seen;

With favour in his crest, or glove^

Memorial of his ladye-love.                                     335,